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of beauty that he professed to worship, but which he only used
for inspiration. Channel cynically, his mind as precise as his
fingers, speaking of the pleasure to be obtained from sensual
gratification which according to him could be savored as
wine. Owen, the man of God, speaking fearfully of something
he did not understand. How upset Owen had been with
Channel when he had said at the party, 'But what can you
do, since they carry it about with them... since when a man
and woman meet they have on their persons the requisites
for pleasure?' Of course, Channel had been drunk, but what
about me? he thought. Me and Olga. His dreams of her.
He had been making love to her almost, but each time had
waked terrified, as Congo had dragged him away from her.
There was silence at Sebastian's house. The sun was grow-
ing warmer. The mist below them was dissipating. Had his
mother-in-law really thought, when he had said he wanted
to marry Anne, that he wanted to sleep with her? Channel
had flattered Mrs, Delaynay: to imagine she ever thought
anything was to flatter her.
This place was a microcosm of the greater world. It was
the small town infinitely keyed up, thrown out of perspective
by the circumstance of geographic location, by the intel-
lectual qualities of the protagonists, and then projected
against the screen of his mind which was itself abnormal owing
to his emotional state.
He realized he was seeing educated men acting in a manner
which was almost entirely uninhibited. Even if they clothed
their acts in the vestments of a formal attire, it only exag-
gerated the processes of their minds. They dressed for dinner.
Their servants were clad in immaculate white. They played
music, symphonies and Josephine Baker; but where they
dressed their bodies, they undressed their minds. There was
little pretense... little endeavor to impress. In such a re-
stricted society it was impossible for anyone to pretend to be
other than what he was for long. The idea of it all, of what he